you won't hide anything from me. It is clear that you are
depriving \yourself of necessities for my sake. What possessed
you, for instance, to take such a lodging? Why, you will be
disturbed and worried; you are cramped for room, uncomfort-
able. You love solitude, and here, goodness knows what you
have all about you! You might live a great deal better, judging
from your salary. Fedora says you used to live ever so much
better than you do now. Can you have spent all your life like
this in solitude, in privation, without pleasure, without a
friendly affectionate word, a lodger among strangers? Ah, dear
friend, how sorry I am for youl Take care of your health,
anyway, Makar Alexyevitch! You say your eyes are weak;
so you must not write by candlelight; why write? Your devo-
tion to your work must be known to your superiors without
that.
Once more I entreat you not to spend so much money on me.
I know that you love me, but you are not well off yourself. .
I got up this morning feeling gay, too. I was so happy; Fedora
had been at work a long time and had got work for me, too.
I was so delighted; I only went out to buy silk and then I set
to work. The whole morning I felt so lighthearted, I was so
gay! But now it is all black thoughts and sadness again; my
heart keeps aching.
Ah, what will become of me, what will be my fate! What
is painful is that I am in such uncertainty, that I have no future
to look forward to, that I cannot even guess what will become
of me. It is dreadful to look back, too. There is such sorrow
in the past, and my heart is torn in two at the very memory
of it. All my life I shall be in suffering, thanks to the wicked
people who have ruined me.
It is getting dark. Time for work. I should have liked to
have written to you of lots of things but I have not the time,
I must get to work. I must make haste. Of course letters are
a good thing; they make it more cheerful, anyway. But why
do you never come to see us yourself? Why is that, Makar
Alexyevitch? Now we are so near, you know, and sometimes
you surely can make time. Please do come! I have seen your
Teresa. She looks such a sickly creature; I felt sorry for her
and gave her twenty kopecks. Yes! I was almost forgetting:
you must write to me all about your life and your surroundings
as fully as possible. What sort of people are they about you
aad do you get on with them? I am longing to know all that.
Hind vou write to me! To-day I will hitch up the curtain on